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WHEN my money was gone that I gain'd in the. wars, 
And the world gan to frown at my fate, 8 

What matter'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate ? 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well lind, 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 
And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hied once again to the ſea. 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my loft, 2 | 
Or bear with cold looks on the ſhore, 3 

So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd | 
And a trifle, alas! was my ſtore. 1 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw ; 

Away then I trudg'd, with a heart rather ſad, 
To join in ſome jolly ſhip's crew. 


The ſea was lefs troubled by far than my mind; 
For when the wide main I ſurvey'd, Fa 
I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And Fortune aſlippery jade: 


And Ivow'd, if once more I cauld take her in tow, 
1'd let the ones ſee, | 

That the turbulent winds and the billows could ſhew 

More kindneſs than they did to me. | 


